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night. One never knows. You've been very lucky. Actually,
anything might have happened at any moment/' Before
saying good-bye Puzvrev said: "Now there are a few things
concerning the exact sort of things we make here, and some
other details, which I don't want you to write about. It's

no good telling the b------s over there too much ; for they're

sure to see your papers sooner or later, or listen to your
radio talks." He enumerated a few points. "Is that
understood?" he said. "Yes," I said, "it's understood.
And good hick." These people needed good luck.

XIII
AT THE WRITERS'  UNION

LENINGRAD has its own literature, its own writers, and is
a trifle snobbish about it. It is inclined to look down on
Moscow, though heaven knows, some of the most famous
Soviet writers of to-day, such as Sholokhov, Alexei Tolstoy
and many others either haven't lived in Leningrad for years,
or never had anything to do with Leningrad^ I am on
dangerous ground here, and that for a number of reasons.
I am far from convinced that in the last ten years Leningrad
has produced anything very superior to what Moscow or the
rest of the country has produced, and I am not sure that
Leningrad has remained anything like Russia's literary
capital which it certainly was throughout the eighteenth and
nineteenth centuries, and indeed, right up to the Revolution.
I am not, however, sufficiently acquainted with Leningrad's
literature, least of all of the last two years, to express any
considered .opinion. This is not entirely my fault, because
in the last two years it has been practically impossible to
buy or otherwise obtain in Moscow the works of the Leningrad
writers, with the exception of what is published in the
national press and, occasionally, in the magazines and in
small pamphlets.